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WHY THIS ISSUE? 
REVISIONIST HISTORIES 

& DIVINE REVELATION 

If any of our readership I'jere not already convinced of the validity and 
need for revi sioni st. histories, a day spent at the Catholic \·Iorker li stening 
and responding to the life stories of our guests might very loJe11 serve to con
vince them. Just as much of the Jewish and Christian Scriptures is revel~tion 
history written from lithe underside" of history, so, too, do \'Ie find modern 
theophanies liberally sprinkled throughout the stories of our guests I daily 
1i yes . 

Beyond the Bible, revisionist writers like Op.e BrOl'1n for the Native 
Americans, Vincent Harding for Black Americans, Elisabeth Schussler Fiorenza 
for women, and Howard Zinn for political and social activists in general, 
have consistently shown U~ hO\'/ history has been \'Iri tten by those in the status 
quo seeking to justify and preserve the status quo. Consequently, the signi
ficant contributions of women, of people of color, and other marginalizp,d 
groups have been systematically ignored--even edited out--in the incomplete 
mosaic that is presented to us as the making of history (herstory). This 
I'/hite male monopoly on the writing and telling of history is an integral piece 
in the larger puzzle of oppression facing women. minorities and others suf
fering the ill effects of economic injustlce. 

The radi ca1 methodo 109Y of the Catha1i c 1·lorke r has ahlays had at its center 
the belief that \'1e must live amongst the poor and marginalized in order to gain 
a complete perspective on reality--both human and divine. At the care of this 
belief lies the truly revolutionary insight that the marginalized offer a 
\'/holly new perspective on reality. For as our co-founder Peter Maurin was 
\'Iont to say, "The poor are the ambassadors of God. II 

The same February snOl'/storm in St. Loui sis percei ved quite di fferently 
by the urban homeless than it is by the suburban family comfortably tucked 
away with central heat, an auxiliary \'/ood stove, and electric blankets. Attempts 
to cut dO\'1n on we 1fare an d food s tamp II fraud II --se rv; n9 on 1y the II t ru 1y needy" 
as it were--i s experi encer.l di fferently by sing1 e mothers who nOl'/ have to 
stand in application lines for I'/hole days at·!a time, and \'Iho though only semi
literate. have to fill out exhaustive information sheets. than it is experienced 
by those legislators whose mistaken notions of distributive justice caused th~m 

to enact the legislation in the first place. And again, the dismantling of 
long-overdue afflrmative action legislation and programs is likely to be per
ceived one \'/ay by a young unemployed black woman, and in quite another manner 
by a young white male professional. Similarly, the God-experience of these 
two people 1'1 ill be di ffe ren t. 

Recogn i zi ng thi s reality, and be 1i evi ng deep ly that God man; fes ts he r
self to us not so much in the extraordinary as in the ordinary, we present 
this issue of The Round Table. It tells the story of "One Day in the life of 
the St. Louis Catholic \~orker," a revisionist history of February 7,1984. 
A new perspecti ve on real i ty; a di fferent expe ri en ce of the di vi ne in the worl d 
than may be your custom. 

We believe we are presenting you I·ti th nothing short of a treasure--the 
s tory of God in our 1i ves --both \'10 rkers and guests. It is our hope that you 
be as graced in this reading of the divine story as Hyam the Water Carrier 
(a character found in Belden Lane's rich lead article) was in his telling of 
the divine strbry. 

Patrick G. Coy 

Speci~l thanks go to Virginia Druhe and Teka Childress for conducting these 
interviews for The Round Table. 
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REDISCOVERING THE
 
HOLY 

by 
Belden C. Lane 

I sat on the rabbi 's living room floor, 
listening to--no, entranced by--this in
tensely passionate story teller. His beard 
untrimmed, earlocks askel'l, head thrmm back 
in loud 1aughte r, I--never \'Ii 11 forget the 
fierce, tear-filled eyes which searched the 
air for figments of story. These he wove into 
a myth-world of texture and shadowed edges 
tha~ I was as eager to enter as he was to 
make. The~ was a detail of characteriza
tion about the man himself that seemed cut 
from another \'Iorld. Like his stories, he 
was a series of commonplaces, faithful to 
their OIm context, but strangely and won
derfully anomalous there in the rabbi's 
living room. We all could as easily have 
been sitting in the house of study in some 
Ukranian village before the French Revolu
tion, alongside Yeshivah students fixed 
on the words of their rebbe. The hard-wood 
benches. the smell of stale tobacco. the 
falling snow outside--it was all there in 
the spell he cast. The effect was almost 
like that described by Martin Buber when 
he spoke of another Hasidic storyteller. 
the great Rabbi Shmelke of Nikolsburg. 
It was sai d that "whenever he reci ted 
verses about the Red Sea. his listeners 
gathered up the hems of their kaftans for 
fear the \'Iaves towering to the left and 
ri ght mi ght \'/et them wi th saHy foam. II 

Such is the imaginative power of evocative 
detail. At ti illeS -it is as if Vie \'l'e re car
ried into worlds of the holy by bits and 
pieces of trivial attention. The stories 
(and people) who most take us into them
selves are not those richly spiritual. 
fanciful, and unreal, but the ones that 
stubbornly breathe thei r o\'ln ordinari
ness. 

I find much that is healing and serene 
in that quiet truth. From Reuven Gold, the 
Hasidic storyteller who so impressed me 
that afternoon in the house of a rabbi 
friend, I've learned again that the sacred 
is always found most beautifully in the 
ordinary. This is, after all. the most pro
found meaning of the incarnation. as well 
as the very scandal of the Gospel. as Paul 
describes it in I Corinthians 1. In a cul
ture (both then and now) that looks for 
the divine in the most triumphant hiero
phanies--as a mirror of its ovm exalted 
notions of class and status. God insists 

... the sacred is 
always found most 
/Jeautifully in the 

o r d ; n a r y . Th ; s ; s .... 
the very scandal.of 

th,e Gospel. 

on humility and incognito as the marks 
of his way in the world. This is the es
sence of the early church's celebrated 
hymn to the self-emptied Christ in Phil
ippians 2. It is the happy paradox that 
the Spirit of God chooses tb lisp through 
the subtle works of her hand, rather than 
shout out of the distant glory of her ma
jesty. God is deus absconditus, hidden 
amidst the very simplicity and quiet won
der of all that is to us so prosaic and 
workaday. 

~elden C. La~e, Associate Professor of Theology at St. Louis University. 
1S a professlonal story-teller and friend of the Catholic \~orker. His 
course. "Spirituality and Political Commitment," is a favorite of SLU 
students interested in social issues. 
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Yet, unfortunately, this.is a lesson 
continually to be learned not only by 
t~os: o~tside of the church. but by those 
wlthln ,t as well. William Temple, the 
late archbishop of Canterbury, once sug
gested that "it is a great mistake to 
think that God is chiefly interested in 
religion." Thank goodness-, he said, that's 
not the case. A thorough-going theology 
of creation will never have it so. Neither 
will a faith authentically spiritual ever 
rest content until it1s fulfilled in the 
concrete and tangible. Our glib distinc
ti~ns b~tween sacred and profane utterly
fall to comprehend the wideness of God's 
mercy. \~e all know thi s, and yet it too 
often remai ns abs t rac t un ti 1 we see it 
alive in the flesh of story. 

This issue of The Round Table is con
cerned to do precisely that. It takes a 
single day in the life of \~orkers and 
guests at the Catholic Worker houses in 
St. Louis, trying to rediscover the power 
of the incarnation amidst its commonplaces. 
Dorothy Day once sai d of prope rty that the 
more common it becomes, the more holy it 
becomes. Thi sis a truth vie ll-exp 1ored at 
the houses of the Catholic Worker; and it 
carries over from material into spiritual 
spheres as well. The church's greatest 
mystics have always been the first to af
firm that spirituality increases in pro
po rti on to its con crete earthi ne ss. f~a tthew 
Fox shows this to be eminently the case 
with Meister Eckhart. Francis of Assisi's 
sheer ability to enjoy life was echoed 
keenly in his Cahticle of the Creatures. 

S pi r; t u a lit Y i n-

c rea s e sin, pro p 0 T


tion to its concrete 
earthine-ss. 

The maid to a wealthy family once was 
appalled that Teresa of Avila, their guest. 
could enjoy partridge as she did. The best 
of saints all knew that the spiritual 
didn't escape the ordinary; it was the 
ordinary, made holy by love. 

Nothing will do, then, but to·return to 
the storyteller and enter one of the tales 
he told that afternoon from out of the Ha
s i di c past. The cl us ter of commonplaces 
evoked by his story took one beyond the 
eastern borders of Poland, on the way to 

,Kiev, some 200 years ago. There on the 
fertile steppes above the Black Sea, seat
tered \."ith Russian \<lheatfields and on;on
domed churches. small villages of Jews 
speckeled the landscape. In one such vil
lage dwelled a renowned rabbi who felt so 
very blessed one year because he had been 
able to observe faultlessly every rubric 
of the seder observance. Not a single mis
take had he made through the whole of the 
Passover season. As he was giving thanks 
to the Master of the Universe for this awe
some ability to be so perfect, he over
heard two people talking outside his open 
window. "Ah," said the one, "if you want 
to see how Pesach is truly to be observed, 
then you have to see Hyam the Water Car
r; er ~" 

Now the celebrated rabbi had never even 
heard of Hyam the I~ater Carr; er. He ga
thered his disciples around him to ask if 
anyone knel'/ of a famous rebbe by that name, 
but none of them had heard of him either. 
"Search everYV/here." he said, "he might be 
a devout soul living in some remote hol
1m." in the Carpathian Mountains. He might 
even be a lamed vovnik, one of the thirty
six righteous people who uphold the world 
at any g; ven ti me." But every.'/here they 
asked, no one knew of Hvam the Water Car
rier. No distinguished r~bbi by that name 
--not even a prominent cit~zen. The only 
person called Hyam the Water Carrier that 
anyone had heard of was some ne'er-do-well 
living in a back village who did nothing 
but sleep and drink all day. 
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Original line drawings for chis issue of The Round Table by Clare Bussjaeger 
and Chuck Morris. 
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Nevertheless, the rabbi told his disci
ples to bring the man to him. At length 
they arrived at his hovel, where the wife 
told them he was sleeping--as usual. "God 
knO\~s he should,ll she added,"with what he 
drank last nighC" They explained the 
rabbi's request, and \oJith her permission 
they pi eked up Hyam the ~Iater Carri er in 
his bed (so as not to wake him) and car
ried him baek to their rebbe. There the 
rabbi bent over him as he awoke, and in
quired with keen anticipation, "Tell me, 
my friend, how did you celebrate Pesach?" 
Hyam slowly looked around, rubbed his eyes. 
and--out of his alcoholic -stupor--asked 
plaintively, "Pesach?" "Tell me."said the 
rabbi ,"\oJhat meditation did you use ween 
you burned the crumbs before the ho1i day?" 
Jel'iS ahlays ri d thei rhome 5 of 1eaven ed 
bread before the sacred festi val. IIMedi ta
tion?" ans\'lered Hyam. "I gathered the 
crumbs in a paper and ... (heavens!) left 
them on a shelf. They're still there now;" 
He had left the forbidden yeast in the 
house all during the holy season. Yet the 
rabbi persi sted, as ki ng in di smay, "Well. 
\.,.hat did you do as Passover began?" 

"I knew you weren' -t supposed to drink 
cognac over Passover," the poor man an
swered, "and yet I usually drink a glass 
every night. So I thought to myself--eight 

H 

nights is a ~ time: And finally I drank 
all eight glasses in advance, that last 
night before the holiday. When I woke up 
the next day, it was ti me for the seder, 
but I had no prepa rati ons. So my wi fe and 
I sat dO\'In. I took the only piece of mat
zoth we had and told what little I knew of 
the story ... how our grandfathers had been 
held,in the land of the Gypsies and yet 
the Holy One, blessed be his name, deli
vered them. I wept as I told it. Then sud
de~ly a table came down before us, out of 
flo\>lhere, set with silver candlesticks and 
wine and all that we needed for Pes~ch. We 
ate; we cried. And I shouted 'God deli
vered our grandfathers out of the land of 
the Gypsies, and he delivers us as well ~ '" 
\~ith tears runni ng. the ruddy an d weathered 
face of Hyam the Water Carrier shone with 
1i ght. The di sti ngui shed rab bi was- sti 11 ; 
he said nothing. But he reflected later, 
that it was in that year he truly had 
learned how Passover was perfectly to be 
observed. 

The story (and its te 11 er) bear the -:. 
truth so well. The holy'is often found, 
not where it has been carefully structured 
and set apart, but where i~ grows out of 
the common and simple experience of the 
hidden people of God. Here it is that one 
learns to value the stories of guests I'lho 
pass_ in a given day through the houses of 
the Catholic Worker. 
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Julius Birth (60?) was invited to tell us 
about his day. He wanted us to talk to his 
friend Eddie Henderson, as well. Both are 
guests on the men's side at Cass House. 

JB: You want me to go first? 
I get up in the morning and make my bed 

and I~ash up. Then after breakfast come we 
start cleaning up. We clean the dormitory, 
clean the" dining room, clean the restroom 
and the showers. Then ei ther I~e' 11 si t and 
watch television, take care of the kids, 
take the trash and garbage out, break the 
boxes down, bring stuff into the storage 
room--the canned goods, the milk and the 
bread donated to us by people so we can 
help the needy and the poor. That's my
day's work: trying to keep the place neat 
and orderly. Then we declded we'd go out 
and get some fresh air. We went out around 
9 or 10 this morning and came back at 
5:30. The doors don't open for soupline 
'til 5:30 pm. See the house got rules 
that got to be abided by by each and every 
one of us. 

RT: What do you do when you leave the 
house? 

JB: If you'll record it, I'll tell you the 
truth. We go out and we smile and we have 
fun ~nd we generally try to get a few cans, 
some copper or something so I can save a 
nickel or a dime and get some cigarettes 
and wine with it. 

Today I went to Hillsdale to a friend. 
And I watched television out there and he 
cooked us some fran ks t dri nk a beer. I 
came back home 'cause this is home to me 
these last five years. 

EH: r·1y narte is Eddy Henderson. Just li ke 
my friend Julius Birth said we went out 
thi s morning. but before I·,e I'/ent out we 
stayed around in the place, helped clean 
up. Course nobody else offe red the; r se r
vices, so we "stayed around. The only 
re as on I left out thi s morn i ng l'/a5 be cause 
I had to go out and check on my mail which 
was important. " 

Now what I can't figure is this: 15 of 
us staying over there on the men's side. 
TI~e 1ve ,""'en seei ng three men do; ng all the 
work and won't offer to help do nothing. 
That's not right. 

JB: We don't complain about it 'cause I'm 
not going to leave this place ... I don't 
like to live around filth. 

EH: So I meant we didn1t argue with them 
or nothin'. \1e just went on and did what 
we had to do, just cleaned up and kept 
the arguments down. And so, I left out 
about quarter to nine. 

RT: So did you spend the rest of the day 
I~ith Julius? 

EH: We was together t yeah. 

RT: And what will you do this evening? 

JB: Watch te levi sian \~i th the other guys, 
play cards. After soupline I cleaned up 
the dishes and he cleaned up the tables. 
Clean the floors. Charles Francis helps 
us and George BroNn do as much as he can. 

G
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Deleci a HO\'Jard) guest at Karen House. 

I was out all day. I went over to the 
iealth Center at Malcolm Bliss to see 
9.bout medi cati on and so forth. I had to 
~ait until about four o'clock to get 
~aited on and I was supposed to have an 
appointment at D~O o'clock. I'm used to 
having to take my ti me to do thi ngs nOvl, 
;0 it wasn't frustrating to me at all. 
3ut it ',\'as to some of the people. Other 
leople were walking the floor. You have 
to pretty much put your mind to it and 
sit the re an d wait until they can I'lait 
In you. Especially if they start late in 
taking people in. That's what happened 
'n this case. Today I saw the doctor and 
told her whatever is happening that she 
'Iants to know about my stay here. 1 1m 
joing, so ,~ell with my appointments that 
[ only see her once a month. 1 'm doing 
letter, but I have little shaky periods 
--a side effect of one of my medicines 
that was being given to me--and I had to 
ave medication to support it. So I \'Jent 

)ver there to try to get my shot today 
9.nd see the practitioner that I generally 
see. 

CHRIST
 
tbtW~hman 

Mostly that's all I did. I had lunch 
before I left. I left here about 1 :00 to 
get the bus. And I got home at 5:30. I 
heard I had company whi le I was gone. My 
brother was coming by looking for his 
books for school and I couldn't give 
them to hi m Icause I \'1asn r there. I di dn' t 
know he \'1as goi ng to come today. I expec
ted him Saturday or Sunday. And then I 
wasn't here Saturday or Sunday because I 
had a \'/eekend visit away from here. 

That was something I could talk about 
Icause I was in an altogether different 
environment. I went over and visite·d my 
son Kevin at his one room apart~ent. He 
shares another room with a friend who has 
a little baby, so they doubled up and I 
had my own special place to sleep. 

My biggest
 

objective is to
 
get my kids 

back into my 

household
 

RT: What was the first thing you thought 
of when you got up this morning? 

DH: Well) I wasn't rested enough and I 
wanted to sleep some more. I was up a lot 
through the night going to the rest room. 

RT: Is that a side-effect of the medicine? 

DH: I don't know, it mi ght be. As far as 
I knoH it doesn't have any si de effects 
that are addicting. That's what I like 
because when I get ready to come off of it 
I don't want to be put in a position where 
I have to be dependent on it, you kno\'l. 
forever, 'cause I'm just taking it tem
porarily. As a matter of fact, I might be 
''Ii thdra\'li ng from it be fore I move from here. 
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RT: Looking over your day. hOI'l would you 
say it was? 

DH: I waul d say ; t \'Ias a ni ce day. It was 
ni ce to be able to get away from here and 
have something to do for the day. It gets 
boring just sitting around. here. It cuts 
your day in half and helps you to not. be 
bored. It takes your mind off some of your 
problems. too. My biggest objective is to 
get my children back into my household. If 
I can do that then I'll feel like I've 
done something worthwhile. The practi 
tioner is trying to get me into vocational 
rehabilitation so I can get back to work. 
I need an income to support myself for an 
apartment. I'm looking for employment nOl". 
but I feel that it would be more lucrative 
for me if I went on and went to voc rehab. 
Then people would be more lenient with me 
in regard to me working, maybe part-time. 

RT: Did you ha¥e any profound thoughts 
today? 

DH: No. I didn't. At the clinic I just sat 
and watched the people go by. \~atching peo
pl e is a g,oad thi n9 to do because it lets 
you see how some peap1e' s reacti ons are in 
comp ari son to you r own. It 1ets you kno\ol 
that everybody's got their own little per
sonality change that they're in and they 
piffer in the kind of life they live. -It

TO"i~nt5' 

V'je+"bJe. 

Mari lyn Jones, 18. Mari "yn and her daugh

ter are guests at CdSS Hou5e.
 

MJ: First thing is get out of bed. It tUCik 
~ long enough, out I got out of it. I was 
plannin9 on going dOl','ll to St. Patrick's 
Center to see a boyfriend. But I didn't. 
I watched Little Sam for Sharon all day, 
which was hard. And \'/hile my aIm daughter 
slept, I called about the jobs I found in 
yesterday's paper. Babysitting, cooking, 
waitress, housekeeping, but most of them 
already had people and one lived so far 
away that there was no way I was going to 
get out there. And one was a go-go dancer~ 

So after I finished that I sat around for 
a little while and just talked to Winnie 
and finally Penny. I went out to the wel
fare offi ce out in the County and ',ole went 
to Kroger and cashed her food stamps in. 
Then we came back here I'lith all the junk. 
The rest of the day was just chasing the 
kids. I talked to my husband about my 
other little girl and I was kind of upset 
about the neviS that if I loJant to see her 
for visits I would have to go out there 
du ring the loJeeken d. I can't do that, plus 
I don't want to be around him because he's 
an abuser. That's \'Ihy I'm here in the first 
place. I have to spend the weekend with 
him to see her. 
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I 

Israel Neal, 11. Israel and his mother 
brother are gu~sts at (ass House. 

IN: My day was just an ordinary day. Go LC 
school, learn and when you get through give 
the te acher your paper. I had fun. I di d 
this. It's a picture of He-man. 1 did this 
in art class. r go to Burr Hill School. 
That's on Grand and W. Florissant. I catch 
a Florissant bus, I go a~one. Is this tape 
recorder taki n' everything 1 say? 

RT: Yeah. You I... anna hear iP 

IN: Yeah~ 

RT: Hhat ti me di d you get home from school? 

IN: Almost time for supper. I have a long 
walk) from Blair to St. Louis Ave. and back 
here. 

RT: ~Ihat tin:e do you get out of class? 

IN: Fi ve-thi rty. 

RT: No~ 

IN: Six-thirty. 

Rl: No~ What time do you get out of class? 

IN: I leave around seven-Lhirty. 

RT: In the morning"? 

IN: Yeah. I eat breakfast at school. I had 
a cinnamon role and some orange juice and 
some \'/hite milk. I get up about six o'clock. 

RT: \~hat are you goi n9 to do thi seven; n9? 

IN: I mi gilt pl ay in the playroom') or go
 
I...atch lV. I'm keeping an eye on my little
 
brother, Litt 1e Sam. He's four. My dad comes
 
to visit me and Litth~ Sam an the time.
 

RT: What are you going to do with your
 
pi C lure of He-man?
 

IN: i don't know. Jus t SllOW it around.
 
Shol... everyone I"hat I di d. l'm a good arti st.
 
You know what 1 want tu be? A arti st. I: IT!
 

gOilrld paint and dral... things. I'm gonna do
 
just like George Washington Carver did. He
 
di scovered peanul:s} and an ki nds of good
 
stuff.
 

You kllo~/ Martin l uthe r Ki ng? He was a 
great civil rig:ns leader. \':e had a p"lay 
about him last week. I was Martin Luther 
King. He \'Ion the Nobel Peace Prize, but he 
got shot in the neck and died. I sa\'{ it, 
too. They didn't find a bullet in him. 
often wonder if Martin Luther King come 
back. I uften say to myself, "Israei, I 
wish that Martin w~s sti11 her~ and make 
a good speech." Like "Fr~e at last, free 
a'c i ast:" 

I often wonder if 

Martin Luther King 

come back ... 
RT: 1'lhat du you think ~/Quld be diffeY'er:t
 
if !~arLin \'ier-e 5till ilere?
 

m: He ~/ou 1d chan ge the bus e5 a.n d make the 
blacks sit up in front of the bus. 

RT: Can't you sit up in front of the bus? 

,IN: Yeah. Your i<i rrfo'j ks made: my ki nfo 1ks 
slaves and that (s where Geor~e Wasilington 
Carver cam~ in. He freed the slaves. Hi s 
mother got kidna~ped by night r'jcie~ when 
he was born. ~e had a film ~bout him. He 
pailited ~lants and all K'jnds of stuff. 

RT: Wliit I... OU" d you 1; ke tu pai nt and draw? 

IN: ~eople. All kinds of pe0ple. 

'When machines and 
computers, profit motives and 
properly rights are considered 
more important than people, 
tho greal triplets of racism, 
materialism and militarism are 
incapable of being conquered: 

- Martin luther King Jr., 
Apr. 4. 1967 
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Sharon Butler, 28. Sharon is Israel's 
mother. 

SB: I got up early. I a1\."aY5 get up 
early 'cause I have to send him to school. 
At six. Sometimes 6:30 if I oversleep. I 
qot up and got him off to school. By that 
time it's breakfast-time for little Sam. 
Then that starts my day. Then it's chore 
time. But I went out for a little while 
this afternoon. My chore is to clean the 
Snoopy bathroom, \'Ihi ch is a mess here the 
1as t t\"o \'1eeks i t seems 1ike. It use d to 
be clean. Somebody's sons are using the 
bathroom on the floor and allover the 
seat. It's just terrible. The first time 
I had that bathroom I was really proud 
of the kids and I said, "Boy, this is 
rea11y good." But not thi s ti me. \~hen ~Ie 
had our meetina last week I was saying, 

.: •. :-:: .:~ :'.)Ii(' " 

Torrmy Askew, 41, came to Cass House as 
a guest in September, and is now a full-time 
volunteer. He receives radiation treatments 
for bone cancer, contr~cted as a result 
of exposure to Agent Orange in Vietnam. 

TA: Today I had to make one of my weekly 
appoi ntments at the hospi ta l--\olhi ch is 
Tuesday and Friday. That takes close to 
about b'lo hours. I'm back here bet\'leen 
12:30 and 1:00 pm. Then I helped out 
around here--helped get supper on, an
swered the phone, ans\'!ered the door. 

RT: How long is your radiation treatment? 

"The ki ds' bath room are cl eaner than 
the adults. It's just a shame." But Sun
day I said, "Oh, oh. I spoke too quick." 

But after that I went aut 'cause I 
did babysitting for Wendy. She gave me 
a little extra change for babysitting 
as both of my boys needed socks. So I 
went and got them some socks and then hai r 
grease. And that's about it. When I came 
in it was juSt about di nne r ti me so \'Ie ate 
dinner. No\'! I~m finished and that's about 
it. Little ~am needed an outing, too, to 
get a little sunshine and fresn air. 

RT: Thi seven i ng Io,'hat Io{i 11 you do? 

5B: Probab 1y \olatch TV or maybe play cards 
\oli th somebody. Sarne o'J d thi ng. 1 1ike to 
read, though. I enjoy readi n9. Us ua 11y 
I go up and read. My favorite author 1S 
Stephen King. Me and Kathy got the same 
favor; te author. She 1i kes Stephen King, 
too. Matter of fact, I got a couple of her 
bookS that she's given me ta read. I Jove 
Stephen King. I love that horror. For me 
to be such a scary person-~l can't under
stan d \'/hy IIi ke horro r books. I 1ave 
horror movies. And then I"can't sleep for 
two \'Ieeks~ It's weird. I love it: 

I like to read, period, though. I 'Jove 
to read. The on'ly thing 1 don't like too 
much are war books. But just about any
thing else. Newspapers, everything. ~~ 
oldest son is the same way. 'Cause a lot 
of the books I buy he'll read. I don't buy 
anythi ng 1 don't \'Iant hi m to read 'cause 
he reads them. 

But that's about all. Same old boring 
day. 

l,lha t di dIs rae1 say? 

TA: Forty- fi ve mi nutes. It'll run about 
twenty minutes, give me a break and start 
again. I have bone cancer. I am ex
posed to radiation 16-17 minutes. When 
they caught it, the idea was to try to con
tain it to that area and dry it oun. So 
they told me the effects it I'/Ould have, but 
I \'1 an ted that instead of try; ng to cut it 
out. It's in my shoulder bone. 

RT: Is it contained·! 

TA: Urn hmm, yeah. On 1y 1as t nlO \oleeks, 
though, my weight has been dropping down 
from 206, now I'm dOl'iT1 to 194. That's not 
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a good sign. The only time I swell is like 
early this morning. I woke up, I swell 
like a person that has arthritis: my ankles 
had s\'lole, my knee and my hands. I was just 
laying there. And I got up and took my pain 
pill, then about 7:30 I could move. You 
see, some mornings I wake up and I can't 
even move. I 1ay the re awh il e an d gradu ally 
get up and just start real s1-ol'/ly, like a 
locomotive. 

I felt real good last \1eek. I have ,a 
little pain, but I can deal with that now. 

We always have a conference on Fridays.
I don't take treatments on Fridays. We 
have a psychiatrist there and everybody 
talks about what it does to them, so that 
is really good as far as keeping the mind 
together. 11hen they fi rst told me thi s psy-

If
 

chiatrist has been on me from day one 'til 
yesterday. She's there when 1 'm taking the 
t rea tmen ts and \'1e' re talk i ng about some th i ng 
other than what I'm doing. 

This evening I didn't do too much, more 
than making sure it wasn't anything going 
on with the men here at Cass House. 

RT: You went out, didn't you? 

TA: Oh, yeah, I went out with a couple 
of.them 'cause I could see they was-angry, 
but I didn't know what was happening, so 
I just took both of them out. talked 
with both of them and come back and it 
was all settled. We was out there in the 
cold and they was arguing and cussing. They 
wanted to get it all out, without fighting, 
you know, and they did all that. I said, 
"\~hat '.'/as it about? 'i an d ; t \'/as n't about 
anything. So we came back in and they 
started playing checkers together. Those 
two: That made my night. really. Yeah. I 
like that part. It ain't a sense of likin' 
that part, but I'm glad I _was there, to 
stop it before it got any worse. One guy's 
in school and one guy's waiting on a grant, 
so they both trying to do something to 
better themselves. And like I told them. 
if you get fighting, then you get put out, 
then you got bID problems. You got a prob
1em of \'Jhere you gonna stay, how you gonn a 
study, plus get~ing back and forth to 
school. So they realized they'd only be 
hurting themseives if they do anything in 
here and break that rule of fighting. Then 
they're out and they got to put up with 
New Li fe or wherever they go. And they 
definitely can't study down there. 

Howard got a thing, he don't like to 
take nothing from you. I offered him money 
to go back and forth (to school), but he 
said, "I'm a man." I told him this is what 
it's about. If \'1e don I t help each other, 
where you gonna get it from? He still got. 
a thing about he don't want to take anythlng. 

RT: I understand that. It's· not hard for 
me to ask for the house, but if I need it 
-fo'r myself ... 

TA: Ri ght: 'Cause I kno\'1 I can be ou~ of 
cigarettes and I guess they can tell lt and 
say, "Hey, you got a ci garette?" r say, 
"Na'.'/." "Here's th ree of four ci ga rettes. 
Man, you ain't asking me for it. I be glad 
to gi ve you a ci garette. " _ 

I tell them I wasn't really thinking 
about smoking, but I was dying: Havin' a 
fit~ (lots of laughter) ~ 

UI 
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IMAGES OF JUSTICE 

By Patrick G. Coy 

The prophet Amos says it hurtl es dO\oJn mountai nsi des 
catching up everything in its path.

Something like what a mighty stream might do, 
If it caught you standing 

on the wrong side 
of the fence. 

Or	 sitting on the fence, 
for that matter 
or for any matter. 

This is no blindfolded I'/oman, 
Impartially holding up balancing scales 
And taking no cues from the gallery. 

She kno\'ls who has the vested interests. 
She has been tipped off, 

to tip the scales. 
For as she removes the blindfold 

to tip the scales 
against the rich, 

The Beatitudes ring in her ears. 

This is the voice of the God 
of the poor, 

Echoing down from the gallery, 
\~here, \'I'ith her followers, 

She holds court. 

(Originally appeared in January 1984 issue 
of Th~91ogy Toda~). 

LONG WAY FROM HOME 
by Marilyn Thomas 

I don't have a place
 
I am all alone
 
I am so far from home
 
I am just by myse1 f
 

I can't feel any hope
 
where do I go
 

am a long way from home
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QUOTABLE QUOTES
 
RT: Li nda, ,."hat was your fi rs t thought 
today? 
LC: Oh, 
job. 

I got to go out and look for a 
Mos t of the day 
of mine came by 

I \'1as at the house. A fri end 
and picked me up and we left 

for a\·/hi le. ~4e just pi eked somebody else up 
and drove around. I had the baby with me 
all day. Th~ rest of the ki ds were in school. 
Since then t I've ~ust been keepin' after 
the kids. They ""ear me out .if I let 'em. 

1

Today I went to work at Goo@/ill Industries. 
It makes you learn hml to commUl;i cate with 
each other. We sit in a group of eight in a 
circle and then each of us sits in the mid
dle of the circle and then vie learn a dif
fe re nt sen ten ce or di ffe ren t pa rag raph s . 
The instructor gives us a sentence and we 
have to complete it out. Like pretend you're 
the manager and 1' m looking for \·Iork. And 
you say, HHello, my name is Margaret Boyer. 

1 m looking for a job." And youlre t\."o 
months pregnant. And he said, til ' m sorry, 
we can I t hi re you ri ght now because you 're 
two months pregnant. But \."hen you have the 
baby vie can hire you." Then she said he can 
hire her right nO\'I Itil she has the baby. 
So we ~ere practicing communication with 
each othe r. Th ursday \."i 11 be the 1ast day. 
The instructor gives us words to learn. 

I just get on the bus and hope no oneTomorrow is my tu rn to be in the mi ddl e. 
bothers me. I look fon."ard to school. I

~'e and Brian and another boy. 
like the teachers. And all of a sudden 
I 1 m understanding geometry better. So 
I I m real eager to go to that c1 ass nm'l. 

It \."as a blah day. I don 't knovi vlhy , really. 
Drn~0 in the dumps. I guess it was just be
cause Don and I had that little argument. 
Oh, well. And 1 ' m a little worried about 
a place to life. 'Cause. you knOl.". rents 
are outrageous. 

I like something for people to do together. 
That's ~/hy I made popcorn tonight. Sorne
thi ng di fferen t. And it was re ally neat 
I ca use the popcorn ~/as psyche de 1i c but it 
turned out white: 

The thing I try most to keep in mind when 
the house gets demanding is that it really 
is only a fe\'J people 'dho are difficult. I 
guess God asks us to love both the meek 
and the trying. Those are my thoughts 
before I turn out the lights. 
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February 7, 

YOU WERE THERE 

by Ellen Rehg 
My day 'had been carefu11y planned the
 

night before. I was to drive Ann to work
 
,at 7:15, then go to City Hall early enough 
to avoid standing in line all morning to 
buy city stickers for our b10 cars, meet 
an errant friend at 9:30, go to St. Louis 
University and study Whitehead, attend a 
meeting for Teaching Assistants at 2:10, 
come home and visit with our guests, go 
to Mass at 9:00 and return to·bed. But 
upon awakening, I beeame immediately 
aware that I was sick and wouldn1t be 
going anYl"here. 

To top off the dangerous gurgling in 
my intestines, my room \'ias freezing: I 
shrank from the thought of leaving my 
wanm bed to put on my refrigerated clothes. 
Having a room in an unheated attic has 
taught me a lot about human nature.- Fight
ing the cold saps one's energy and moti
vation. Many in our city live without heat 
in the winter; under these circumstances, 
survival takes all of one's strength. It 
also explains why my room is so messy. 

Every morning I review my dreams. This 
morning I had dreamt of a \1oman IS prison, 
(except there \"ere men in it, too). I twas 
a three-storied building, made of stone, 
and the women were classified according to 
how liberated they were. The first story
had a .sign saying "Men Only", the second 
level's sign read, "r~en and 'Their' \~omenU, 

and the sign at the top said "Liberated, 
Men and Women." I was on the third level, 
bri ngi ng food up to the \-Iomen. 

My clock stopped at 11:20, so I remained 
ignorantly in bed until 1:00. I walked 
around in a daze for awh; le, unt; 1 I heard 
my little 11~ month-old goddaughter, Myr
rah, crying one fl 00 r be 1ow me. Thi s moti
vated me to get dressed and go downstairs, 
by ""hieh time she had been rescued from her 
crib and \'Ias cra\11ing around in a bright 
ye 11 01'1 sleeper. 

Harriette had the clothing room open far 
the guests, and people were milling around 
in the hall among scattered boxes of clo
thing and shoes. Judy, whom I hadn't seen 
in a year since her move to the Detroit 
area, approached rr.e. She greeted me wi th 
a hug and the words, "You haven't got 
married yet; that's good. 1I 

"What did you do to your hair?" I asked 
her, prying off her stocking cap. It had 
been cut ina mohal"k. ~1y goodnes s . 

Clare was on house, sitting in the of
fice, and she began to snap green beans. 
Judy came in to help. 

. "I thought you and C1 are I'loul d have been 
hooked by nm"," she said. 

Clare looked at me flirtatiously and 
batted her eye 1ashes. uI·le 11, we I ve been 
thinking about it, she replied. II 

Another woman whom I had not seen for 
a\"hi 1e came by. Thi s I"oman puts me in 
touch with my sinfulness. I al\1ays feel 
that she wants so much from me; she wants 
me to listen to her and empathize with 
her. The problem is that I don't like her. 
She is conti nually reachi ng out, 'to cap
ture a moment' as the song says, but I 
always duck the moment, deny her need, 
avert my eyes. I know how it is to want 
someone to care about your problems. But 
I don't like her~ An~~ay, to become in
volved with her is to share the frustra
tion of her impossible situation. She only 

Ellen Rehg, Karen House community member and graduate student in philosophy, 
successfully defended hersel f against the charge of trespassing at General 
Dynamics. The jury saI'l things differently hOl"ever. 
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gets $70 General Relief each month, and 
her rent alone is more than that. I don't 
knOl'l hO\'I she survi ves. I struggle I'lith my 
des i re to treat he r \'1 i th love an d my con
flicting desire to not become engaged, to 
rest in my own peace. 

By nOloI the chi 1dren had c9me home from 
school, and clamored to help snap the beans. 
I tri ed not: to become too a\'lare of how well 
or badly they \'Ie re doi ng. My rrah a1so \'1 an 
ted to help, but at first she kept biting 
the beans. Then she began picking up beans 
and handing them to Judy faster than Judy 
could snap them. In the middle of this 
chaos, one of the kids plunked his grammar 
and arithmetic homework do~m on the desk 
on top of the volunteer schedule which I 
\'Ias trying to fill out. He \'IaS so hyper 
that I~e barely got the grammar and three 
arithmetic problems done. At his school, 
I suspect that a good portion of the tea
cher's time is taken up with discipline. 
It depresses me to think of how the cards 
are stacked against these children--poor 
education, poor diet, poor housing. All 
I have to offer them is meager--just my 
attention to them at this moment. 

Eventually Teka called asking for a 
ride home from the Freeze office. I felt 
well enough to pick her up, so I did. On 
ou r way home \'Ie noti ced a man wi th hi S 

arms around a I'loman. The woman \'Ias re
peati ng to hi m, "Leave me alone, Robe rt. " 
She had blood running down her face in a 
thin stream. We stopped to ask if she 
wanted our help. She said no, he even
tually let go of her and she walked off 
whi 1e he trail ed behi nd her. 1,le watched 
them fa r a\'lh il e, debati ng abo ut ca11 in 9 
the police. I sympathized with her vulne
rability--yes, the streets are a woman's 
prison, with men in it, too. 

"I prayed to be 

more conscious 

in these moments 

which mediate 

God to me. " 

At home again, I took the opportunity 
to listen to a guest whom I had wanted to 
get to know. She seemed qui et and insecure 
(q ua 1i ti es with I~hi ch I can i denti fy), but 
alone in her room she would shout and rant 
that she wouldn1t take any more shit, etc. 
I started asking her about her day and she 
ended up talking about her years of per
secution at the hands of an unidentified 
group of malevolent people. Mixed in with 
this was a more concrete story of abuse at 
the hands of a man friend. I wondered what 
she had been like when she was small and 
what had happened to her along the way. I 
wi sh I knel'i a I'lay to free her from the 
thoughts that have trapped and victimized 
her. I feel so inept at helping people make 
concrete changes in their lives, i.e., by 
-wi ndin 9 thei r way \'Ii th them th ro ug h the 
mental health/social service bureaucracy. 
It is an on-going inner struggle to figure 
out how to best help someone, to get myself 
to do it. My gift is being able to listen 
\'Iell to people, but I knOl'i that1s not 
enough. 

At Mass tonight, I prayed to be more 
cons ci ous in these marnen ts, I'lhi ch medi ate 
God to me. 
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SOLITUDE IN THE LORD
 

by 
Sr. Monica- Schieber 

Besides living and working part-time 
at Cass Catholic Worker House, I am reli
gious education co-ordinator at St. Nicho
las School. At school, students and tea
chers gathered in the gym to open our day 
wi th prayer--rememberi og expeci ally that 
God i salways fa ithfu1. He \"i 11 _keep Hi s 
promise to us. This fidelity and love God 
has for us elicits a faith response to 
God as well as to each other. 

On this particular Tuesday, I joined in 
praye r wi th tl','O small erg roups of st uden ts 
for recon ci 1i ati on and para-}i turgi es. As 
we realized we were unfaithful to God and 
each other. \"e prayed that God might for
give us and give us, new hearts. We asked 
God to heal our hurts and gi~e- us hearts 
of friendship. Later in the day I realized 
how precious God's mercy is to me. I was 
preparing with a teacher for a group to 
recei ve the Sacrament of Penance for the 
first t'me. When I said to the. teacher, 
"We mus t have refreshments after the ser
vice," she was a bit surprised. But it 
seems so important for the families to know 
they are forgiven and appreciate the mercy 
of God. To pause for refreshments is one 
way to emphasize this and share the joy. 
None of us could possibly be united to 
God \'/ithout His loving mercy. 

The evening meal found me in the midst 
of co-ordinating soupline. We often speak 
of coming together for Eucharist. and this 
eveniQg was certainly an experience of dif
ferent persons of society being reconciled 
through the sharing of an evening meal. 
Students from three Catholic high schoJls. 
teachers, semlnarlans, guests living in 
the house, and guests coming for soupline 
gathered around an evening meal. The food 
was provi ded by other persons \~ho sent 
their donations in order to share their 
gifts. Strangers to each other gathered 
and provided so that food and fellO\'/ship 
could be shared. Yes, this was an expe
rience of Eucharist. 

When the kitchen was cleaned and the 
servers departed, I closed my door for 
some time of solitude with the Lord. He, 
in the gift of His love, nourishes me in 
the quiet of my heart. The events of the 
day become part of the gift of Jesus' ~1n 
death and resurrection. The day becomes 
mea!lingful in the love Jesus has for me. 

The day ended "lith Mass at Karen House. 
As we prayed together, I experi enced a 
sense of emptiness. This emptiness remin
ded me how dependent I am upon Jesus. He 
is the person who stood in the midst of 
my day even when I was not aware of it. He 
is the one who reconciles and feeds His 
people. All I can do is to ask Him in some 
simple \'/ay to use my hands and feet to 
bring His love to others. Yet this is a 
pre ci ous gi ft. + 

Monica Schieber joined the Cass community this fall. She brings a quiet 
gentle spirit to the Cass ambience. 
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EVERY DAY IS DIFFERENT
 

by Lee Carter
 
Tuesday may be just another day to most 

people, but to a Catholic Worker every day 
is di fferent. 

I got up at seven, had my usual coffee, 
and awakened the guests at eight-thirty. 
They all got up right away. except one. 
r always get the impression that she ex
pects to be served coffee in bed~ 

A short time later a laqy called needing 
clothes. I asked her size. She didn't know 
-~just kind of wide and pretty tall. 

We had several calls from persons 
needing shelter, which we couldn't offer 
as we have a full house. 

Sometimes you get calls that can make 
you very angry. Like the young mother 
with three small children. She called 
seeking shel ter. You coul.d heat the des
pair in her voice. The United States can 
spend millions and millions of dollars 
for bombs and war machi nery, .but the re' 5 
neve,r enough money for housing to let the 
poor 1i ve \'iith di gni ty. Do you real i ze 
how many houses could be bought for the 
poor--so they \llouldn It have to beg for 
a bed--for what is spent on one bomb? 

We can get very attached to some of our 
guests. And it's like losing your own 
chil d \'ihen they leave. Most of the time 
it's for the best. But at o,ther times you 
feel they are making a mistake. The only 
thing you can do is pray for them--and 
hope.

Seems like when you need a car, that's 
the time they refuse to start. Oh, well, 
the footpaths aren't crowded. Maybe the 
good Lord wi 11 answer our prayers and 
send us one that works all the time-
even in cold weather. Anyhow, Cl are 
enjoyed her walk to the grocery sto~e 

in zero weather. 
And there's Kane, our sixty-five

pound mascot. He loves everybody. You 
may be a total wreck \'Ihen Kane shOl....s you 
his love, but you know it's genuine 
puppy love. Lots of people could take 
a fe\·, lessons from our Kane. + 

Lee Carter, restaurateur for 39 years, is a Karen House c~mmunity member. 
She's al\'1ays present to fi 11 the gaps in our \'Jork. 
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From Little House
 
By Mary Ann McGivern, S.L. 

February 7 happened to be the. day of 
the Emerson Electric annual meeting. The 

J Sisters of, Loretto and the Sisters of Cha
rity of Nazareth, Kentucky h~d fi led a 
shareholder resolution offering ten ethi
cal criteria for deciding whether to 
accept military contracts. Here's the 
speech I gave that morning: , 

" I am disappointe9 that management recom
mends a vote against this resolution. It 
is a call for earnest self-regulation and 
\'lOU 1d requi re se ri ous study of Emer:on 
Electric's own behavior by people 11ke us 
who have a stake in the company--and in the 
arms race. 

The alternatives to self-regulation are 
government regulation and no regulation. 
Government regs carry the image of waste 
and foolish bureaucracy. Further, govern
ment ordinarily depends on the citizenry 
to monitor it and the weapons manufacturers 
like Emerson Electric are certainly knowl
edgeable citizens, though to my knol'dedge 
nobody monitors the Pentagon ~ery ~ell. The 
other alternative, no regulat10n, 1S what 
we have now. Human nature being what it is, 
I think our present situation is dangerous 
to the ext reme. 

I'd like to comment very briefly on just 
four of the proposed criteria. . 

Number 4, a commitment not to use Jobs 
as hostage for weapons contracts, would 
protect us from the distortion of our 
foreign military policy that we have now, 
where every arms debate is reported at 
least as much in terms of jobs created as 
military strategy and need. 

Number 6, you may have noticed from the 
con tracts for fi ghter engi nes awarde~ to. 
Pratt and \'/hitney and General E1ectrlc, 1S 
coming anyway. Corporate endorsement of
competitive bidding would help keep us all 
honest. 

Mary Ann, one of the founding members 

Numbe r 7 deals with human ri ghts. The 
President pock~t-vetoed the requirement 
that progress in human rights in E1 Salva
dor be certified before we lend or grant 
any money to that nation. Ought ~merson 

Electric be holier than tne Presldent? 
Yes. He's the one man who st~nds alone .. 
He needs gras~ roots support in the pOll
tical arena to do what is right. And he 
has a great deal more to lose by signing 
or refusing to sign a cert~ficat~on ~han 
does this company stand to lose 1n f1
nancia1 circles. Emerson Electric makes 
more than profits: it makes products, 12% 
of whi ch are weapons. ~Jhat they are and 
where they are. sold must be an element of 
company pol icy if we have any. hope of peace
in the future. 

Point 9 suggests a corporate strategy 
to promote peace. After all, weapons get 
developed by researching them. We won't 
develop peace without putting as much money 
and human effort into that ~esearch effort 
as well. 

Jesus advised his disciples to be as 
wise as serpents and as guileless as doves. 
That's a difficult task, a narrow line to 
walk. My religious order, the Sisters of 
Loretto, needs investment income because 
the median age of our memb~rs is 69. But 
I'le also believe Pope Paul VI's statement 
that the arms race is a crime against hu
manity because even if th~ weQpons are 
never used they are a theft from the poor, 
causing them to starve. These criteria have, 
I hope, a guileless or naive quality about 
them. They are also, I believe, wise. 
Pl ease adopt them. " <CiiI/ 

of the Saint Louis Catholic Worker, is 
a local expert on Economic Conversion, and also on office management. 
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Follol'dng this speech and that of Sr. 
Barbara Joseph Lammert, SCN, which ex
pressed sorro\'( that Emerson management 
I'las un\'l i 11 ing even to talk about thes e 
ethical issues with us, there was a brief, 
shining moment. Board Chair Charles Knight 
asked if there were any questions. A woman's 
voice came from the back, sounding scared 
to death, an d asked, "\4hat \oJeapons does 
Emerson make?" Knight stammered a bit, 
saying lithe company makes parts, lots of 
electronic parts like radar which are 
defensi ve, not \oJeapons, and coo 1i ng sys
tems for fighter planes, and electronic 
parts, lots of parts, and anti-tank, yes, 
that's a weapon, anti-tank weapons, and 
gun mounts, and ammuni ti on systems. II He 
received less than 2% of the vote, but 
that me ans a thous an d 0 r more i ndi vi dua1s 
voted with us--and five to ten thousand 
abstained. 

I drove a man back downtown who arrived 
on the bus just when I arrived. He's a 
soybean fa rmer from St. Joe, Mi ssouri , 
single, and lives with his parents. He 
vacations by attending the annual meetings 
of corporations where he has stock. He was 
very kind, very gentle, but is rooting for 
Jesse Helms for President and said he's a 
Catholic and he doesn't understand why the 
bishops don't endorse Reagan for a second 

the rest of my point of vi~~, he listened 
politely and interestedly--I think he'd 
never heard such talk. 

Dean was here doing the dishes, bless 
his heart, when Sr. Barbara Joseph and I 
got home for lunch, but he left right 
away. Then Judy Berger came in, visiting 
from Michigan, and asked if she could stay 
the week 'til Sr. Caran Hart finished her 
retreat. BJ and I said yes. We talked about 
the meeting and BJ said ammo systems are 
guns. Then I dropped BJ at her new tele
phone job dQ\oJntown, computer attendant on 
the swing shift, and headed to a peace 
coa1i ti on meeting at Eden Semi na ry. On the 
highway my car threw a rod and it remains 
three weeks later in critical conditton 
at Bob Probst's car repair. I took a bus 
home. 

It was a typical day in that it was 
confusing. I \'ias hospitabl'e to a soybean 
farmer who vacations by going to corporate 
meetings, another nun who seeks out op
portunities to confront the corporations, 
and Ju dy I'/ho iss truggl i og not ta des troy 
herself. I received hospitality from Dean 
who is utterly ki~d but unable to provide 
or plan ahead for himself, aod clarifica
tion of thought from BJ, who doesn't usu
ally get involved in political talk. Ammu
nition systems,' indeed. BJ must be right. 
What else caul d they be but guns? 0 
t.~x:.~.EECIX»:xt:.D 

C"mmuuitll
 
Pra'14?r: 

AT CP.5S HOWSE 

*r~ASS every i;!ednesday at 7: 15 r. P.l. 

AT KAREN HOUSE 

*~PSS every Tuesday at 9:00 p.8. 

term, since he's given them everything they 
\'/an t: opp as i ng abo rt ion, endors i ng praye r 
in public schools, and tax credit for pri C"m.t pralJ with ~. 
vate tuition. He said the minimum wage was 
too high and should be aboli'shed, and \·,hen g~r~X'C..CI:Q~C~"'X3
I said it is too little to live on and all 
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From Cass House
 

by Zack Davisson 
Like most good Catholic Harker staffers, 

I suffer from the maladies of procrastina
ti on. tardiness, and overall extreme busy
ness. Who in their right mind would travel 
600 mi les for a Spring break and a vaca
tion from-all their duties at I'lork and at 
hotre, an d then spen d the i r ti me l'lri ti ng 
papers and studying for exams that were 
supposed to be completed four months ago? 
Obviously, it's not a normal person like 
yourself. It's a person, though, I'lho's 
got too much going on ...has too many irons 
in the fi re. 

And this Lenten season has caused m~ to 
take a closer look at life, especially 
my own. 

In the past I have vi ewed Lent as a 
time of self-denial, fasting, penance, 
enduring hardships, and plenty of sacri
fice. HOI,/ever, this Lenten season has 
taken on new meaning due to events that 
have occurred in my 1i fe. After reflecting 
on my harro~1i n9 and seemingly 1i fe-threat
ening episode in the hospital, I have de
cided to take much better care of my body. 
Lent calls me not only to sacrifice and 
self-denial, but to wholeness, healthi
ness and forgiveness. All too often I have 
had a distorted view of Lent that was much 
too one-sided and unhealthy. Lent calls me 
to be conscious of things I take so much 
for granted, such as my health, quiet time. 
recreation time, and my work with people 
at Cass House. lent again calls me to 
become more a\'/are of inner sti rrings and 
the 1i fe of Chri st I'lithi n me. lent calls 
me to be evermore thankful for my family, 
friends, the good people of Cass House, 
you, our benefactors, volunteers, staff 
and guests. I don't know hOI.... I waul d have 
ever made it through my hospital stay 
without your prayers, support. cards, 
flowers, concern, love and visits. Your 
visits \'Ihen I I'las in intensive care for 
ches t pai ns, for hi gh blood pressure, 
and for an increased heart rate caused by 
a virus (pericarditis), helped to greatly 
ease my fear, apprehension and loneliness. 

rn~~~ 
ffi ~-=--!.iI. ~e:=L..J:..:..~""" 

You can't imagine how much I missed the 
people of Cass House. I think my abrupt 
removal from the House caused me to re
cover a11 the I1Xl re qui ck ly--to come back. 
Overall, my stay in the hospital made me 
realize how much I am loved and that the 
little things I do in our peaceless, vio
lent, and uncaring \'lOrld make a difference. 
I really saw the di fference when a young 
poor black couple from our neighborhood 
came to visit me at the hospital. Roy and 
Liz's presence made all the difference ;n 
the I'lor-ld to me. In spite of their struggle 
to make it in this harsh world which hasn't 
given them much of a chance. they still have 
the courage to reach out and think of others. 
Thank you for your love and concern. 

When I first thought about St. Patrick's 
Day falling in Lent, it seemed ironic that 
at such a time of self-denial there could 
be such an exub'erant celebration. Yet it 
makes more sense to me. Lent is not only 
a time for soul searching, penance, and 
self-denial. but it's a time for enjoying 
and becoming aware of the simple pleasures 
of l'ife. Lent indeed calls us to moderation, 
healthiness, and wholeness. 

Zack, a long-standing member of Cass House, is irritated by the occasionally
app 1i ed appe 11 ati on of II the mayor of Cass House. II 
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Speaking of celebration, I couldn't 
fai 1 to menti on our joy and happiness fOI' 

Mike McIntyre anc Janet Gray McKenni3, 
staff mefl1~rs of Karen House anQ. C{l.ss 
House re~ pe cti ve l.Y ~ ''Ih a we re rna rri ed on 
March 4. On behalf of Mike and Janet, I 
''IOU 1d 1i ke to th an k a11 of you i'lho made 
this special day such a celebration of 
joy J fri endshi p and love. \1ho waul d have 
imagi ned that a pot-l uck i'leddi ng recepti on 
would have been so exquisite? May God 
bless you, Mike and Janet, as you start 
your new life together living at Cass House. 
And may God bless your work with our 
guests, ''Iho are the reason \'Ie struggle to 
live the Gospel when it causes us so much 
pain and hardship. 

Now that I have rambled on about Lent 
and celebrations, I have a fe\ol thank-yous 
still to make. As you might know or you 
might have seen, our staff has become 
very much tired and worn-out. Still we 
struggle to meet the needs of our guests. 
However, our efforts have been made much 
eas ie r by the he 1p of our nw ne\1eS t 1i ve
in volunteers, Bob Rohr and Tommy Askel'l. 
What I most appreciate about Bob is his 
hard work around the house doing mainte
nance chores. Without hi s efforts J I waul d 

be more harried and the house \-/Oul do I t be 
as bright, functional and clean. His con
stant yes to doing the "dirty \'/ork" around 
has made a ''Iorl d of di fference. And then 
there is our gentle giant, Tommy. What I 
most appreciate about him is his gentle 
care and concern for our guests. His pa
tience and understanding is overwhelming. 
Thanks for calling me to do the same. 

Finally, I l'Iould like to \'Ielcome Joy 
Cunningham to our community. She will be 
helping us to continue the work of Dorothy 
Day. Thanks to all the students of St. 
Norbert's College and St. Benedict1s Col
lege who continue to support our efforts 
in helping around the house at Christmas 
and Easter time. 

May God bless all of you during this 
Holy Season of Lent ... and may you be sen
sitive to the goodness of life around you 
through self-denial and through celebration. 

P.S.--Cass House is in desperate need of 
a truck for picking up large donations. 
We have about $2500 to 'spend from a house 
car that was totaled in an accident. If 
you have a lead please let me knml. + 
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From Karen House
 

by Ann Manganaro
J 
S.L.-

" 

Right now I am sitting in front of 
a de 1i ghtful fi re at" the Armbrus ters " 
listening to the late-March wind"as it 
rumb~es across the ti n roof and squeaks 
th rough t he porch Sl''''; n9 . "A rmb rus te rs " 
referring both to the place - a wonderful 
house in the country built on a hill 
and to the family who so generously make 
that place available to so many. Even 
before our official beginnings the 
Catholic Workers in Saint Louis enjoyed 
that gracious hospitality at one of our 
planning meetings. And over the years 
many of us have spent time here for re
treats. meetings, vacations. Only a few 
weeks ago Michael and Janet came here for 
their honeymoon, after a wonderful wed
ding on March 4 with most of the Cass and 
Karen and Ella Dixon Houses' communities, 
and many of our guests as \-Iell, in attend
ance 

It is hard to believe, sitting before 
this fire and hearing the wind roar all 
around me, that I am writing this article 
for the spring issue of The Round Table. 
We at Karen House have been struggling 
...Ii th the dregs-of-winter dol drums, made 
all the more bi tter by the memory of a 
few bright. and all too brief, warm 
days in February. Surely it will be 
warm again soon, we hope, and we will be 
able to take down the plastic from our 
windows and put away our blankets and 
mittens and long underwear. Surely 
soon, but, alas, not yet. 

~Ihile '.'Ie wait for warm weather and 
the spring sunlight, our days are 
brightened by our home's smallest in
habitants. We have been ble~sed to have 
three charming toddlers sharing our home 
recently. David is the eldest of the 
th reeat 22 mon ths, he re" "'/i th hi smother 
through the end of her pregnancy (he no\'l 
has a nel'! baby sis te r) . He is a conge
nial child, cheerful and outspoken in a 
1anguage all hi s min and nonethe les s very 
communi cati ve. Cass ie. 14 months. is 
here with her mother and four other sib
lings. Her great joy in movement itself 

propels her down our halls at break-neck 
speed. Wi th rings in her ears, if not 
on he r fi ngers, an d be 11 s on her toes, 
tied to her shoelaces, she is an end
lessly heart-lifting sight and sound of 
hope and joy. And Myrrah. 13 mo,nths, 
just recently joined the ranks here of 
the true toddlers, having started to walk 
independently only a week or so ago. 
Myrrah and her mother Alycia have lived 
...,ith us since shortly after Myrrah J 

5 
bi rth, so her every nel'! sound and step 
and gesture are true milestones cele
brated by our whole community.

So if we have survived another winter 
together at least part of the credit goes 
to those little ones, whose laughter and 
unabashed livelnness I'!ann our days as 
surely as this fire is now warming my 
toes. Their presence is part of the 
hundredfold of life at Karen House, that 
hundredfold which manages to shine through 
despite all our frailties and failures. 

N0W I·linter's rains and rui ns are over
 
And all the seasons of snows and sins,
 
The days dividing lover and lover,
 
The light that loses, the night that wins.
 
And time remembered is grief forgotten.

And frosts are slain and flowers begotten.
 
And in green under wood and cover,
 
Blossom by blossom the spring begins.
 

(C, A. Swinburne) 

Ann Manganero, a lover of poetry and crossword puzzles, is also a pediatrician 
and the best darn sock mender in the house. 
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Dear edi tors, 

Thank you for the stimulating andII LETTER... challenging issue on tax resistance. 
I have been puzzling over the parable 

that opens the issue, a reflection by John 
Schuchardt about who is "neighbor" to the 
villagers suffering and dying from U.S. 
bombs purchased by U.S. taxpayers. I agree 
with Schuchardt's analysis that the atheist 
who refused to pay taxes, and continues to 
do so for conscience's sake, is the true 
"neighbor". Somehow, though, I feel like 
my own (Catholic) faith has been let off 
the hook, shortchanged, and cheapened. I 
would prefer another ending to the parable: 
"N OI'/' a woman in her th i rti es, a can ve rt to 
Catholicism, her heart open to Christ's 
poor and her mind set on the Sermon on the 
l'lount, refused to pay war taxes and spent 
her life challenging the Church to live 
out its faith in daily life. She continu
ally reminded bishops and lay people alike 
that love of God meant love of the poor and 
even love of one' 5 enemi es. " 

Decas i ana 11 y I worry that \'Ie negl ect the 
value of the Church's teachings, the sacra
ments, and the witness of the saints to 
focus on "ri ght acti on, ri ght now" \'I; thaut 
the underlying foundation to carry us 
through. 

This is not ta say that the Church is 
a shining example of nonpayment of war 
taxes, for it clearly is not. But the 
Church needs to be converted here by peo
ple who see the richness and authenticity 
of the Gospels and the desire to challenge 
the Church to be true to itself. 

\~hen ..../e drop "Cathol; c" 
from the "Catholic Left" 
\~e 're 1eft \~i th someth; ng 
that won't last. 

I am beginning to see that the Church 
has much to offer in helping us lead lives 
of holiness, justice and mercy, even 
though there are huge areas within the 
Church that need conversion. I hope that 
we ean use the ri chness of the Church for 
our 0\'10 1i ves and challenge it to be truer 
to its ol'ln vocation, so that someday we 
Catholics can say that our faith and our 
Church led us to be "nei ghbor" to the 
villagers threatened, suffering, and 
dying from U.S. bombs bought by u.s. 
taxpayers. 

Sincerely, 
Bill Miller 

(Bill Miller is a frequent contributor to 
The Round Table.--ed.) 
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f4a ren 20, 1984 
Dear friends, 

We at the Catholic \~orker are eager to share our experiences, our \·lit
ness, and our tradition with others. If you are part of or know of a group 
which would or should be interested in finding out about our work and our 
life, get in touch with us (621-4052: Karen House, 621-3085: Cass House) 
and work with us on setting up a speaking engag~ment. 

SPRING FUND APPEAL. 
As I write the balance in our bank account stands at about $5500. 

Expenses for Apri 1 \~i 11 easily exceed $7000. In practical terms, this 
means that hie wi 11 be able to meet expenses for Apri 1, but that donati ons 
must increase substantially for us to make it through May. By the ti~ 
you receive this issue of The Round Table, our need will be pressing. As 
a1l.... ays, \'Ie count on God's grace working through your generosity to keep 
our I .... ork goi ng. 

KAREN HOUSE NEEDS CAR 
It seems that our needs sometimes come in droves. Karen House's two 

cars are both on their last legs; after months of usually having one or the 
other of them in the shop, it is now not unusual to find that both are in 
need of immediate repair. Our meager funds do not permit us to purchase 
even a sound used car. If you have or knm'l of a car that can be donated or 
sold at a sacrificial price, please contact us at 621-4052. 

Pax, 
L/

li;,,;A--.?d ~~ 
Mi ch;;le1 tkl nty re 
for the St. Louis Catholic 
\~orker Communi ty 

The Round Table is the quarterly journal of Catholic ~Iorker life and thought ii! 
St.LOuis. Subcribtions are free. Please \'1rite to: Virginia Druhe, 1849 Cass Ave., 
63106. People working on this issue include: Harriette lane Baggett, Clare 
Bussjaeger, Teka Childress, Patrick Coy, Virginia Druhe, Chuck Keene, Mike 
McIntyre, Ellen Rehg, and Mark Scheu_ Letters to the editors are 'delcomed. 

~t. L..o..As c.o~\-'o.OL\c.. WOR~t:..R... I\JE.U.JS 

~Rounb t~BLE-
C-A.5S ~OUS€. t g<.l'l. c..A5S A"V€" 

~RE.tJ \-\OUSC t ~4 0 \-\ Ol4.I\N 

8...L.A OlxoN ~ouSf.. 15<.f1:> N. 111t\ 
ST, L.OUl':::' Mo <..2r1C1&o 

Buu( fVlTf 
U~. Pos",~c.f 

PA.,O 
Sf. Lo cJ'~. Ma. . 

ffllM.'T P'4o. loa' 
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